CHAPTER 266 


April 14, 2014 


“Il hate all my classes. Really boring. Like the teacher just goes on and on and on 
and on and on and on and on- | was tempted to go to the bathroom and pull the fire 
alarm. True story. But then | remembered the have cameras on, and then | actually 
did have to go to the-“ 


“Did you forget your pills again this morning?” 


“Oh crap | did. Stupid, stupid me. | should put post it notes on my door. But then 
what if | forget to look at the post it notes too? No, instead | should set my alarm 
clock to tell me to take my meds. But what if that bothers Chie. No that wouldn’t 
work. Unless | wear earplugs. But what if those fall out when | slee-“ 


“Erin!” 
“Sorry!” 


Justin sighed as he pushed open the door to the dormitory. Unfortunately for him, it 
would seem that Erin just so happened to have the same class as Justin did at the 
end of the day. Now, that wasn’t necessarily a problem in and of itself; from what 
Justin could tell Erin wasn’t a bad person. A little off her rocker perhaps, but not 
bad. The problem lied in the fact that she never remembered her fucking meds. 
Like, it had only been two days and Justin could already tell this was going to bea 
reoccurring thing. And she was just... insufferable when she wouldn’t shut up. And it 
wasn’t necessarily that she wouldn’t shut up either, it was that she pretty much said 
the same exact thing over and over again, that she covered every single fucking 
angle of every single fucking issue. Forget what Justin said about insanity earlier. 
THIS. THIS RIGHT HERE. THIS WAS TRUE MADNESS. 


Needless to say, he was happy to get inside, hoping that perhaps someone would 
take her off his hands for a while. Though unfortunately for him, either everyone 
knew just how hyperactive she could be, or everyone was too busy with their own 
problems. Either option seemed completely viable and understandable to be quite 
honest. He sighed as he threw his jacket onto the couch, completely ignorant to the 
fact that Maya was sitting there trying to eat when she was coated by Justin’s... 
well... coat. 


“The tuck, Justin? You think | want your sweaty clothes in my ramen!?” Maya 
gestured off quickly in fast, aggravated succession. Justin rubbed at his temples a 
bit. Great, now he had madam talks a lot talking a lot and madam doesn’t talk at all 
pissed at him. Two sides of a coin Justin would rather deposit in a vending machine 
and just grab a coke right about now. Hell, he might even consider giving alcohol a 


shot if it would dull his senses enough that he wouldn’t be consciously aware of 
everyone around him. But he wasn’t quite there yet. ‘Sides, Junpei and Izzy were 
the only ones legally old enough to drink, and Junpei was out right now. And no one 
dared ask Izzy for anything. Why? Well that’s a good question actually. Wasn’t like 
he had given them reason to doubt him, and it wasn’t like he wouldn’t do it. | guess 
it was just weird seeing a guy that old just now going to college. 


“Yeah, that’s pretty gross. You know what we need, we just need a coat rack, like 
right here, or or, we could have one right here. And not just coats either we could 
put like hats and... and... hats and shit on it. Actually here would be a good spot 
too. Not by the window though, then it would get all hot with the sun shining in; no 
it’s gotta be right on or near the door... but then when someone opens the door 
would someone knock it over? Maybe it would be better if we put it-“ 


“Dear god woman, take a breath.” Izzy spoke up from the kitchen rubbing his own 
forehead with annoyance. He had a shit ton of homework he had to do and he could 
not concentrate with her constant yammering about. And mind, you, this is the guy 
that had a big set of headphones wrapped around his head right now blasting heavy 
metal. No, heavy metal would be an understatement. Screamo, Death Metal; THAT 
would be more accurate. He flipped some hair out of his eyes... well... sunglasses, 
and lit up a cigarette with annoyance. God knew he was going to need one if this 
was going to keep up today. 


“Well fuck you too.” She countered, hands on her hips before making her way 
towards the couch. Which Justin found strangely discomforting since just a moment 
earlier she was commenting how she had forgotten her pills again. Shouldn’t she 
be... you know... taking those now? Either she had the world’s shortest short term 
memory, or she was doing this on purpose. “Hey anyone got any gum? Like none of 
that peppermint or spearmint bullshit though. Like bubblegum flavor bubblegum.” 
Izzy could not have been quicker to pat at his pockets for the gum he had in his 
possession. Why? Because if she was chewing gum she couldn’t talk. Hell once he 
found it, he gave her the whole damn pack. Hopefully that would keep her quiet for 
longer. He quickly tossed it over to her on the couch before turning his attention 
back to the sheet of paper in front of him. “Thanks, you mind if | take two pieces? 
Oh but what if | need one later... Maybe | should take four-“ 


“You can take the whole damn pack if you start chewing.” Izzy rolled his eyes as she 
shrugged and plopped a piece of gum into her mouth. Hey, she wouldn’t object to 
free shit, even if Izzy was kind of being a dick about it. Justin sighed with slight relief 
before making his way to the kitchen where Izzy was sitting and doing his work. He 
had no plans to interrupt, but he did need to get something to drink, alcoholic or 
not. He opened the fridge and grabbed a can of coke as quietly as he could. Not 
that it should have mattered when he was blasting his music like that, but | guess 
he could still hear to some extent. Like he had trained himself to not be deafened 
by someone growling in his ear. “Hey can you grab me one too.” 


“Yeah sure.” Justin shrugged before sticking his hand in a second time, grabbing a 
hold of Izzy’s beverage before turning about and closing the door with the tip of his 
foot. He placed it on table beside him, taking only a second to peer over Izzy’s 
shoulder to see what he was working so hard on. Justin couldn’t understand most of 
it. Not because it was written in a different language or anything like that; the words 
were clearly Engish, or at least Justin assumed, but he had no idea what most of 
them meant. And that’s coming from the guy whose favorite book was Hamlet. 
“What are you studying, Biology or something?” Justin questioned as he popped his 
own can of cola open, curiosity getting the better of him. Izzy tightened his brow 
Slightly. The guy went out of his way to grab him a drink so he couldn’t just tell him 
to shut up... but that didn’t mean Izzu didn’t wish everyone would just be quiet. 


“English Comp.” He answered quickly and decisively with a small sigh of 
aggravation. He wasn’t exactly a social butterfly, was he? Granted, most everyone 
in the house right now wasn’t though. Yu, Chie, and Junpei; all there classes ended 
at least an hour ago, which meant they were probably off playing pool or doing 
something that didn’t involve hanging around the dorm like a child afraid to leave 
home. Either that or they were lucky enough to have not gotten the shit load of 
homework Izzy seemed to be getting. Erin, Justin can definitely see why she didn’t 
get out much, or if she did, why she didn’t so much now. Same with Maya, but that 
was less because she was annoying and more because she was too ashamed to try 
and interact with people because of her disability. Hell, she barely even talked in 
the dorm when Izzy, Erin, or Junpei were around. Junpei and Izzy gave her funny 
looks, though Erin proved to be a lot less judgmental. That did not, however, stop 
her from speculating at a thousand miles an hour how it happened. 


“Oh, you want to be a writer?” 


“No.” He cut off quickly, flipping a page of the packet in front of him. “I write 
screenplays, but every agent I’ve talked to keeps telling me they suck ass.” He 
explained with just a hint of anger in his voice. Those agents wouldn’t know art if it 
popped up and bit them in the ass. They just couldn’t understand the deep 
symbolism in his work. Everything had to be explosions and crap to them right. “Get 
this, they told me this twist | wrote where the protagonist is actually dead the entire 
movie was cliché. Fucking imbeciles.” 


“But... Didn’t they do that in the sixth sense.” Izzy paused for a moment, biting at 
his bottom lip as his hand slowly stopped following the words on the homework in 
front of him. That was... actually a kind of valid point. But you know what? Izzy was 
much to proud to admit that a plot point he had so carefully engineered had already 
been done before. 


“It’s not the same thing.” 


“Sounds it to me.” 


“I’m sorry, did you need something or are you just going to bash my writing!?” Izzy 
turned to Justin, having finally reached his wit’s ends. Justin in turn simply raised his 
palms in defense and backed away. He didn’t mean anything bad by that; he was 
just saying without context it sounded like the exact same plot twist. And he wasn’t 
going to get any context either, because truth be told, the context actually made it 
seem even MORE like the same plot twist. 


“No, I’m good.” Justin excused himself before making his way back to the living 
room, taking a free seat next to Erin. He would have preferred sitting next to Maya, 
but she was still kind of giving him a death glare for throwing his jacket at her. Look, 
he wasn’t AIMING for her; he was aiming for the seat next to her. He just didn’t have 
a very good throwing arm... or aim. Erin had been blowing bubbles for quite a while 
now, each pop growing to be more and more irritating to Izzy, who had thought that 
would keep her quiet, not make more noise. 


“Oh yeah | think | saw that movie. Was that the one with all the aliens? No wait, 
different movie. Both of them had Bruce Willis. | think. Probably not. But you know it 
would probably be better if it did have Bruce Willis. This was the one with the 
psychiatrist whose kind of a ghost but you can’t tell because he looks like Bruce-“ 


“YES.” Justin cut her off as quickly as he could. She was going in circles again. “... 
That was the one.” He sighed, pinching at his forehead. What did he do to deserve a 
fate such as this. 


“Yeah | liked that movie. | think. Actually | might have not. Yeah actually | hated it.” 
Erin mused to herself before shrugging it off and going back to what it was she was 
doing before. Justin shook his head before turning his eyes up to the ceiling. 
Sometimes he couldn’t tell if this girl had ADD or if she was just bipolar. | suppose 
both was also a valid option. Maya’s gaze passed from Erin, to Justin, then back to 
Erin again. 


“You know what? | forgive you for the jacket.” 


